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Hot for Teacher 


[7% 


The jangling of a tiny bell woke him, paws kneading at his arm. Rolling over onto his side, David opened an eye 
and smiled. Beside him sat a large, orange tabby cat, eyes opening and closing. Reaching out, he scratched her 


head. 
"Good morning, Tibbles." 


Her purring just got louder and she jumped from the bed as he got up, dashing away in front of him. Putting 
on his wire-framed glasses, he pulled on a flannel robe and made his way down the hallway and to the 
bathroom. Blinking in the early morning light, he did what he needed to and made for the kitchen, walking past 
framed photographs and certificates. The photos were of himself and his partner, his family, and the places 


they'd visited. The certificates were from his university and, later on, from his work, awards and the like. 


The kitchen of his small, suburban house was well equipped; he was fond of cooking and experimenting with 
food, his lover often appreciating his efforts. At the thought of the person who shared his bed, David dipped 
his eyes and blushed, concentrating on making the mewling cat's breakfast. This was quickly followed by his 


own, the warm summer sun demanding fruits and oats. Another smile touched his lips as he opened the fridge 
to retrieve the milk. A plastic box of homemade sandwiches, accompanied by a bottle of water, sat on the 


middle shelf. A folded piece of paper was attached to the bottle. Taking it off, he unfolded it, his smile widening 


at the scrawling writing. 


For the most gorgeous man on the planet, 
Because | don't get to take you out to lunch 
Love, 


Sx 


They had been together for just over five years and were still as in love as they day they'd met. David 
remembered that day all too fondly. An after school staff meeting to discuss the issue of pay rises. He'd been 
sitting on an aisle seat near the centre of the room. Mr Greene, the biology teacher, sat beside him. Dressed 
in a uniform of tough, sandy coloured work wear, the janitor had moved quietly along the aisle, brushing away 
the debris of the day. Long, dark hair had hung around his shoulders and piercing blues eyes had lifted from 
the floor for the briefest of moments. They'd connected, a small smile flickering across the janitor's lips. And 
then he was gone, finishing his job and silently leaving. 


David couldn't remember the rest of the meeting. Couldn't remember if they'd gotten the raise they'd so 

desperately fought for. All he remembered was sitting in his car, hands gripping the wheel as he tried to still 
his pounding heart. That smile, that knowing little smile. Did someone know about him? Know that he was gay? 
Parents had all but rioted at a neighbouring school when the English teacher had come out as a lesbian. She'd 


been fired and moved from the area. 


Collecting his granola and coffee, he sat at the table, Tibbles watching him. She may have been seven but she 
still didn't understand that human food wasn't for her. Flicking through the newspaper, he finished his 
breakfast and dumped the bowl in the sink After he'd showered, he went and got dressed. Every day was the 
same; suits of tweed and brown, a white shirt and tie under the jacket. His long, sandy coloured hair was pulled 
back in to ponytail, his glasses balanced on his nose. He was the atypical chemistry teacher, years of training 
having lead him to Elysian Fields High School. It was your average high school in your average town, a place 
where people thought more of the football team than the science club. Ar one point, he'd cared, been angered 
even by the parents bored attitude to anything other than sport. But soon he'd settled in to a routine of 
teaching his students and everything else had melted away. 


Until he'd met Shawn. 


David had moved from Minneapolis to take up the post at Elysian Fields, California He'd gone from a city with a 
forward thinking attitude to people with alternative lifestyles to a tiny town where being gay was still 
considered to be a crime purishable by death. Dating opportunities: zero. So, for the first several years of his 
post, he'd stayed single, occasionally driving to nearby towns and finding the same kind of attitude. His kind 


weren't liked. 


His little red car started first time. Shawn was long gone, his shift starting at 130am. He got up at 530am and 


quietly fixed everything before leaving. Classes didn't start until Jam but David liked to be there at least thirty 
minutes beforehand to have a coffee and get his brain in gear before his students arrived and he took 


attendance. Then his first class would arrive he wouldn't stop until lunch. 
"Hot for teacher." 


David chuckled as the memory of Shawn's words danced through his mind. It was something the tall, well built 
man had said when they'd first met. In the days following their first smile during the meeting, the janitor had 


cornered David in his classroom following the final bell and asked him to go for a beer. 
"Don't drink," he'd replied, head down and stuffing papers into his case. 

"Oh." 

There'd been a pause. "Well, how about dinner? | know a great steak place." 


He'd been about to lie and say he was vegetarian when he'd felt a presence in front of him. Looking up, he'd 
found himself scanning over a broad, strong body and back in to those eyes. They'd been filled with hope and 


confusion, something David had found endearing. 
“Sure, dinner sounds great," he'd finally replied. 
"Great" A hand clapped his shoulder. "I'll pick you up at six." 


For dinner at the steakhouse, he'd worn his best suit. Only to find he could have worn jeans and a tshirt. 
Except his suspected Shawn preferred the likes of Iron Maiden and Diamond Head and may not have 
appreciated David's collection of Bob Dylan and Jefferson Airplane shirts. He'd waited uncomfortably for Shawn 
to laugh and out him as gay. Instead he'd found himself in the other's eyes, a kindred soul. There had been 
sweet, little kisses in the front seat of Shawn's truck before they'd parted for the night. 


They'd had several wonderful dates before it had started to get serious. Shawn had taught him to play golf, 
while he'd taught Shawn about classic literature. He'd discovered that they had similar music tastes and he 
proudly wore his vintage band shirts. They'd dined on steak and fish. They'd found a quaint little vegetarian 
restaurant which they'd fallen in love with. And, like two teenagers, after every date they'd find a dark street 
and spend a few moments together. Never had Shawn made any move to get into his pants. Instead, he'd fed 
David the sweet, delicate kisses, his large hands cupping David's face. And after every date, David had gone 
home and sat on the end of his bed, watching in the full length mirror as he'd pleasured himself, imagining 
Shawn sitting behind his, his work roughened hands on David's cock. 


It had happened late one night. They'd been to a neighbouring town to catch a movie. On the way back, Shawn 
had stopped on a deserted street. Darkness had engulfed them and their hands had roamed, lips lightly 
touching. The brunette's tongue had flicked across his lower lip and David had willingly let him in, sucking on the 
warm appendage. His hands had been tangled in Shawn's long, poker straight hair, holding him close as the kiss 


deepened. He hadn't protested as a large hand had cupped his groin, the heel working against his already hard 
length before sliding between his legs and cupping his clothed balls. He remembered his kisses slowing as Shawn 
had massaged him through his pants, a warm spot of pre-come staining his shorts. Eventually he'd pulled away 
and leaned back in the seat, legs spread a little as Shawn's hand worked along him, to his balls and back again, 
fingers brushing against his buttocks. He'd groaned as lips had found his cheek, rough stubble scratching his 
skin He's imagined that stubble scratching his thighs as Shawn sucked him. The janitor's voice had whispered to 
him, told him to come, told him to fill his shorts. He'd talked dirty to David, telling him how he was going to 
fuck the chemistry teacher so slowly he'd die from the pleasure. Those words had been all it had taken for 
David to arch from the seat, his cock throbbing as his seed soaked his shorts. 


The school loomed before him and it was with a heavy heart that he pulled in to the parking lot. He hadn't 
wanted to leave his litle dream world, the memories giving him something to get him through the day. At 
least his Tuesday classes weren't as bad as his Wednesday classes. Those were the disruptive ones. The kids 
no one else could teach. And letting them lose around chemicals wasn't a good idea, which was why David kept 


the lessons as basic as possible. 


Grabbing his briefcase and shoulder bag, he locked the car and made his way into the red brick building. 
Another day had begun. 


Date #8 


[79 
Date #8 


Craning his head back, David looked at the stars. The sky was clear, the stars scattered across it like 
diamonds. Fall was coming, the scent tainting the air. For once, his hair was free of the bands he tied it back in, 


the light breeze picking at it. 


Shawn walked beside him, clad in his customary black. Tight black jeans rode up his legs and he filled out every 
inch of his Black Sabbath shirt. David loved running his hands up those strong arms and pulling the younger 


man in to an embrace. 


Stopping in the middle of the field, he did just that, fingers curling around Shawn's biceps. Hands slid along his 
jaw and into his hair, tilting his head back Warm lips found his and David willingly opened up, body trembling at 
the gentle touches. It had been several years of unintended celibacy and now he was ready to get back into a 
relationship. He just didn't think he'd find it on his own doorstep. He worried about dating someone from the 
school but the janitor had promised to keep it quiet if he did. David had solemnly promised that not a word 
would be said They both had too much to lose if the small, back water town found out that two of the 


school's male staff were together. 


The kiss was unhurried and they took their time exploring each other's soft lips. Gentle sighs passed between 
them, hands tightening before moving to explore. David slid his down the dark haired man's arms, along his 

sides and to his back. Shawn murmured softly as they stroked his back before moving to clasp his ass. It had 
been a long time since he'd been so bold and gave an experimental squeeze, grinning when Shawn groaned in to 


his mouth. 
"Come home with me, Shawn" His voice was nearly lost to the trees around them. 

"You sure?" 

Nery" 

The younger man took his hand and they began to walk back across the field and through the trees. It had 
been a perfect evening, one of good food and a quiet, relaxed walk through through one of the town's parks. He 


didn't want to leave, wanted to stay out under the boughs of the trees and savour the end of summer. But 


something else called to him, an urge to connect to someone on another, more intimate, level. 


They drove to his house in silence. For once it was a comfortable, rather than a strained, silence and David 


enjoyed it. Leaning an arm on the window, he let the warm breeze tickle his skin, Iron Maiden blaring from the 


truck's stereo. Occasionally Shawn's hand found his leg, stroking along his thigh and gently squeezing. David 
tossed smiles at him through the darkness. 


His house was a little white one story building in the suburb of Victory. It was a quiet area, mostly inhabited 
by the retired and the single. He'd fit in perfectly when he'd first moved to Elysian Fields; the quiet 
bespectacled man with a cat and a telescope. His mother had hoped he'd go over to Europe and work for CERN. 
Instead, he'd wound up teaching chemistry. 


A garden bordered the driveway and garage of his small house, and he'd planted small bushes along the porch 
wall. A swing seat and two wooden chairs sat out on the porch's decking and a welcoming stained glass light 


hung above the front door. Rather than a doormat which said Welcome, his said The Scientist and Hs Cat Live 
Here. It had been a gift from his mother. 


Linking his fingers with Shawn's, David quietly lead him up the steps. The hallway light shone through the 


frosted glass while the one above the door cast warm reds and golds. 
"Been looking forward to seeing your place." 

Peering over his glasses, David smiled. "Really?" 

"Yeah. |, well" Shawn coughed and fidgeted. 

David rubbed his arm soothingly. "What?" 


The younger man looked away. "| don't have my own place," he murmured. "Rent a room. Couldn't afford 


anything else." 


Glancing at the wooden floor, David sighed softly. He'd discovered a lot about Shawn over the previous weeks. 
The janitor had once had his own garage, repairing and outfitting cars. The business had gone under and Shawn 
had found himself without a job, a house, or any way to get them. So he'd moved from LA to Elysian Fields 
and taken the janitor's job. David had always assumed he rented a place somewhere. He did, it just wasn't all 


his. 
‘Its okay," he softly replied. "lm not going to think any less of you." 


Pushing his glasses up his nose, he smiled, and reached for his key. Unlocking the door, he held it open for 
Shawn before following him. 


"Dude, | think. | think your cat might be dead" Shawn sounded panicked. 


Glancing around the younger man, David looked at the orange tabby. She lay on her back in the middle of the 


hallway, all four paws in the air. 


He chuckled. "Not dead, don't worry." He whistled. "Tibbles!" 

The cat was instantly awake, rolling over and landing on her feet. She started mewling, weaving her way around 
David's legs. Standing on her back paws, she stuck her claws through his pants. Hissing, he leaned down and 
picked her up. Deep purrs rumbled through her fluffy body. 


He looked at Shawn. "You're not allergic are you?" 


The dark haired man smiled and reached out to stroke the cat. She lifted her head in to his hand, eyes 
squeezed shut. "Nah. Not allergic. She's a cutie." 


"Tibbles," David said with a smile. 

“Cute name." 

Still smiling, he walked into the kitchen, flicking on the light with his elbow. A small table and chairs sat against 
one wall and everything was neat and tidy. Spices were racked up on the wall, utensils hanging next to them. 


Putting Tibbles into her basket, he brought out a can of food, opened it, and emptied it into her dish. 


"Do you want a drink?" He looked over his shoulder to see Shawn leaning against the doorway, hands stuffed 
into his pockets. Dark hair framed his face, eyes constantly watching David. 


"Coffee?" 

"Can do." 

Filling the kettle, he put it on the stove and brought out two mugs and a coffee press. While the kettle boiled 
he spooned the best French roast into the glass container and sorted milk and sugar. It was mechanical, the 
strangeness of having another person in his home making his shoulders stiffen. It was a long time since anyone 
had stepped over the threshold to come and spend time with him. Once he was finished, David walked over to 
Shawn and looped his hands through the younger man's arms. Blue eyes gazed into his own and David leaned in, 
closing the gap between them. 

"You look nervous," he murmured. 

"A little" Shawn's lips brushed against David's, making him shiver. 

"Why?" 


"Because | have a feeling | know what's expected of me and | don't know if | can live up to your expectations." 


Pressing his lips to Shawn's jaw, he murmured, "You'll live up to my expectations." 


They drank their coffee sitting at the table. Tibbles sat on the third chair as though officiating their 


conversation. 
"So what brought you to Elysian Fields?" David asked. "Why here?" 


Shawn paused, mug halfway to his mouth. "Partly ‘cause | lost my business. But my last relationship was.. 


nasty" 
David felt his heart grow heavy. "I'm sorry. Was he-2" 

"She" The blue eyes were filled with pain 

"You don't have to talk about it" 

The dark haired man gazed into his coffee. “It'll do me good, but its tough” 

"Understandable" 

Shawn's Adam's apple bobbed. "She abused me." 

"What?! 

He continued to gaze at his coffee, shoulders suddenly tight. "Yeah... Everythin’. Mentally, emotionally, financially, 
physically. She was most of the reason why the business went under. She controlled the money, wouldn't let 


me have any. | was flat broke even though | was the best mechanic in the area." 


"Oh, Shawn," David sighed. Placing the mug on the table, he reached across and stroked a hand over Shawn's. 


‘lm sorry. So sorry." 
The younger man shook his head. "s okay. Really, it is.” 


David knew it wasn't but decided to remain quiet. Getting to his feet, he knelt down beside Shawn. Resting a 


hand on the other man's knee, he said, "You're safe now. Everything's going to be okay." 


A weak smile was his response but it was enough to warm his heart. Taking a deep breath, David pushed his 
glasses back up his nose and got to his feet. Linking his fingers with Shawn's he tugged the younger man to his 
feet and quietly walked along the hallway. 


The bedside lamps illuminated a room painted in white. A large, rustic bed sat at the heart of the room, white 
bed linen already turned down. Closet doors sat beside the bedroom door while, at the foot of the bed, a 
dressing table sat. A mirror hung above it. Across from the bed was a large window, its panes thrown open to 


welcome in the late summer air. A vase of baby blue eye flowers sat on the window ledge. 


Standing at the end of the bed, David stared at Shawn. Took in the tall body and his handsome face, shadows 
picking out his nose and cheekbones. He felt his pulse quicken and pants tighten. 


When the dark haired man gestured him closer, he went, arms linking around his neck. Hands came to rest at 
his waist, closing the last few inches between them. Gazing in to the janitors darkened eyes, David gently 
kissed him. Shawn's hands slid from his waist and to his back, gripping him tight. Suddenly he felt wanted, 
needed, adored. He felt ready to help the man who'd lost everything. 


Shawn's hands crept over the dip of his back and to the swell of his ass. David gasped as they cupped his 
buttocks, massaging and squeezing them through the rough fabric of his pants. He tilted his head back as the 
kiss deepened, Shawn's lips moving from his and to his cheek. Slow, wet kisses were pressed to his jaw, his 
throat, the hollow of his neck. Fingers grazed back up his body and eased the suit jacket from his shoulders, 
letting it fall to the floor behind him. 


"Shawn," he sighed. 

"You okay?" 

He nodded against the younger man's shoulder. "Very okay." 

Large hands stroked up his back and cupped his shoulder blades. He felt small in the other man's arms, delicate 
almost. It was a strange, but not unwelcome, feeling. Kisses whispered over his hair until Shawn's plump lips 
found his ear. "Hot for you, teacher." 

David smiled and shifted his head to peer over the top of the wire frames. Shawn's eyes weer heavy and 
glazed, his lips parted and slick with saliva. Claiming them with his own, David began to fumble with the other 
man's clothes. The black shirt was swept up over Shawn's head and tossed to the floor. His own black button 
down soon followed. Hands wandered, exploring new bodies, tracing over ribs and muscles. He admired Shawn's 
body, his tight, hones physique, making David wonder why the janitor had chosen him. Shawn could have had 
anyone in Elysian Fields. Yet he had sought out the chemistry teacher with a telescope in his back yard, a pet 
cat, and strong views on politics and the Gulf War. 

"Why me?" he softly asked. 

Kisses wandered along his shoulder. "Why not?" 

Kicking off his shoes, he allowed Shawn to push his shorts and suit pants off. Deftly stepping out of them, he 
looked at the other man, thankful that the low light wouldn't show the blush on his cheeks. His erection 
bounced against his stomach and he cradled a hand against his tight balls. 


Shawn looked him up and down and gave a low whistle. "Oh yeah, you're hot. Really hot" 


A smile tugged at David's lips and he lowered his eyes to the floor. It had been a long time since he'd been 


naked in front of another person. His inhibitions crawled over his skin, screaming at him to cover up. Instead, 
he allowed himself to be lead to the bed, the dark haired man lying him against the stark white sheets. Hands 


fanned his hair over the pillows and a finger pushed his glasses back up his nose. 
"Keep those on for me." Shawn gave him a cocky grin 


Stepping to the end of the bed, the janitor stripped off the rest of his clothes. David caught his breath as he 
took in the tight, flat stomach and long, thick cock. He let a hand drift down his stomach and to his own 


erection, giving it a single, gentle stroke. 


Shawn gave him another grin before kneeling over him. His hand locked around David's wrist and pulled his hand 


up and over his head. 
"As much as I'd like to see you jerk off" A kiss whispered over his lips. "It ain't gonna be tonight 


Gasping, David wrapped his free hand in Shawn's poker straight hair and pulled his mouth closer. The dark 
strands slid over his fingers like water, soft and shiny. He wanted to bury his nose in it and inhale its scent. 


The younger man began to rock, rubbing their hard cocks together. David could have died there and then, his 
body ready to explode. His skin tingled and he rocked his hips up to meet Shawn's. 


"Shawn." he purred. "Oh, please.." 


Lips whispered over his cheek and down to his chest, the younger man's hands wandering over his body. Rough 
finger pads played over his nipples, sending bolts of pleasure through him. Kisses quickly followed before teeth 
closed around the left one, teasing it to a hard, little nub. David heard himself cry out, hands clutching the 
back of the dark haired man's head. 


"Where'd you keep-?" 
"Top drawer," he managed to reply. 


Shawn fumbled around and, a moment later, David heard the pop of a cap. While it had been a long time since 
he'd been with anyone, he kept the lube around just in case, as well as for the small collection of toys he kept 
in the closet. 


Hands nudged his thighs and, with his eyes on Shawn, he shyly spread his legs. His hands curled into the 
sheets, his lips bruised and parted. David could feel his eyes becoming heavy, the lust making him writhe 
against the bed. The younger man coated his fingers and shuffled closer. David was conscious that he was 
being watched and the blush rose again. 


Shawn leaned down and pressed a kiss to his ankle. "You're too cute when you blush." He tapped David's leg. 
"Raise your hips a little for me." 


He did as he was told and let out a muted howl as a slick, cool finger slid past his buttocks. His hands tightened 
against the sheets, his head tilted back as it gently pressed against the ring of muscle. 


"Fuck, David" The finger slid back. "You're tight. You okay?" 

"Yeah." His voice was soft and breathy. "Just been a while." 

"That's okay. Can you relax for me?" 

He nodded, eyes falling closed as he willed his body to obey. He wanted this, desperately wanted to have 
someone between his legs and rutting in to him. Wanted to feel that spiral of pleasure build until it reached its 
peak. Taking deep breaths, he let his legs fall open, gasping when Shawn went back to work A thick digit slowly 
pushed in to him, lips kissing the soft skin around his cock. David writhed and moaned, hips bucking as Shawn 
moved ever closer to that delicious spot. 


"You're a feisty one, aren't you?" 


Opening an eye, David cracked a smile. "Oh, hell yeah. This exterior." He groaned as Shawn pushed in to him 
again. "Is just that." 


"Good." Another finger joined the first and David braced himself against the bed and rode them, rocking them 


deeper into himself. 

After a few moments, the younger man asked, "Think you're ready?" 

Glancing up at Shawn, he nodded. "As ready as I'll ever be." 

And then Shawn was over him, the head of his cock pressing against him. Spreading his legs across the bed, 
David waited. When lips found his, he gave into the kiss, one hand wrapping around Shawn's shoulders. As slow 
as the coming of spring, the younger man pushed himself in, a slow hiss leaving David's lips. He was big all 
right, making him feel full and stretched. It was a feeling David enjoyed and he arched from the bed, Shawn's 
lips sliding to his chin 

"Fuck, David" The dark haired man's voice was low. "You're really fuckin’ tight” 

"You like it?" he teased in response. 

Fuckin’ love it. But if | hurt you-" 


He smiled and gazed in to the glazed blue eyes. "I'll stop you. Don't worry." 


Slowly Shawn began to move and David felt himself relax. The younger man teases him with slow, deep thrusts, 


making David whine and plead. His own personal times were nothing compared to having a real cock inside of 
him. The teasing and the not knowing what Shawn would do next drove him to the brink of release before 


quickly pulling him back 


Wrapping his legs around Shawn's waist, David arched his back and howled. "Faster! Harder! Please, Shawn. Make 


me come." 


He wanted to feel Shawn explode inside of him. Wanted to feel the liquid warmth flood him. Wanted to know he 
could bring the most intense pleasure to someone else. His fingers raked down the broad back, leaving marks in 
their wake. "Shawn!" 


Lips followed the curve of his collarbone, warm breath touching his skin. "How badly do you want it?" 


His hands closed around Shawn's shoulders. "Really bad." 


The lips worked their way up to his throat and to the soft spot behind his ear. David felt his cock harden 
further at the tiny touches, Shawn's soft panting driving him ever closer to the edge. The younger man 
braced himself and David looked deep into his blue eyes. What he saw made him smile and he pulled Shawn 
down for another kiss. With a deep groan, the dark haired man began to move, thrusting into David hard and 
fast. His cock hit the sweet spot deep inside of him, making David howl in to the kiss. His teeth tugged at the 
other's lips, his hands clawing at his back and hair as they moved as one. It had been a long, long time since 
someone had given him what he wanted. It had been a long time since his body had been worshiped in such a 
way. He howled and screamed, bucking from the bed as his orgasm closed in on him. When Shawn wrapped a 
large hand around his cock, David let a long, low howl as he came. His cock throbbed against Shawn's palm, seed 


splattering across his chest. A droplet landed on his lower lip and David eagerly licked it up. 

"Fuck." Shawn sighed. “That's fuckin’ sexy’ 

Panting, David grinned and melted back to the bed. Shawn continued to stroke him until his cock was limp. 
"Gonna come for me now?" he asked, voice husky. 


Shawn grinned and nodded before resting his head against David's shoulder. He rocked and grunted, hands sliding 
beneath David and holding his shoulders. Wrapping himself around the younger man, David moved with him, feet 
resting in the small of his back. He murmured encouragement and whispered dirty thoughts to him, Shawn 


hissing quiet responses. 


Yet he kept on going and, as the minutes passed, David began to wonder if there was something wrong. Shawn's 
voice had become deeper, his whines becoming more pained. And David was definitely feeling it, the soreness 
and aching muscles beginning to mar the pleasure. Finally Shawn slipped from him and to the bed, head buried 


in to the pillow. Rolling on to his side, he ran a hand down the younger man's back. 


"Shawn?" 


"Im sorry," he mumbled 

"Is everything okay?" 

The dark haired man shook his head, refusing to look at David 

"What happened?" he asked 

Shawr's shoulders rose and fell as he sighed and David was sure he heard a choked sob. David knew he should 
have felt some sort of sorrow for not being able to bring the other man to orgasm. But he felt that it was 
something else, something different 

"Can't do it" Shawn said, 

"Can't reach orgasm?" 

The younger man nodded, dark hair spreading over the pillows 

"Can you?" he softly pressed 

Shawn shrugged. "Sometimes. 


"Do you know what causes it?" 


The janitor's body rose and fell with a deep sigh, his head still turned away from David. It was though he was 
ashamed to look at him, scared to look into the face of the man he maybe believed he'd slighted. 


"Shawn, just so you know, I'm not upset. | understand some people have these.. issues. I'm not going to take it 


personally. | want to help. If you'll let me." 
Shawn lifted his head and gave him a weak smile. "Don't know if you can help." 


He could feel the sadness rising, a cool ache in his soul. He felt for the younger man. "Have you asked for it 


before?" 
"Yeah," he sighed. "Asked and they couldn't do anything’ 

"Well, how about we try?" 

A flicker of a smile tugged at Shawn's lips. Shuffling closer, David draped an arm over his shoulder. Suddenly he 


felt protective of the younger man and he drew him into an embrace. Shawn buried his head under his chin, 


arms going around David and hold him tight. It was a gesture David appreciated. 


"Can we try another day?" Shawn mumbled against his chest. 
"Of course we can It is getting pretty late. Do you want to sleep?" 


"Please." 


Reaching behind himself, David turned off the light and pulled the bedclothes over them. As Shawn began to 
drift off, David found himself looking at the sleeping man. One hand ran over his dark hair, stroking it as 
Shawn's breathing became lighter, soft snores filling the air. What had caused the problem? Had it always been 
a problem? Was he up to trying to solve it? Problems were what he solved for a living. But with a human? 
That was a whole other kettle of fish. But he could do it, he was positive of it. Shawn was different to the 
others, special. He was going to challenge David on many levels, something he'd been looking for in a partner for 


many years. The least he could do was return the love. 


You\'re Welcome To Stay 


A scratching at the bedroom door forced David to rise the following morning. Tibbles sat on the other wide, 
head tilted to one side, a confused look on her face. Smiling, he quietly shut the door behind him and shooed 
her back to the kitchen. 


"Sorry," he mumbled as he filled her food and water bowls. "Someone's sleeping in there. You can come and join 


me when he's gone, okay?" 

The cat just shook herself and stuck her nose into her food. 

Taking a shower, David quietly moved around the house, readying himself for the day. Not wanting to wake 
Shawn, he left his hair hanging in wet tendrils, the ends dampening the back of his black shirt. Padding around 
the kitchen in bare feet, he quietly talked to Tibbles as he made coffee and breakfast. He liked talking to her 


and, in her own way, she seemed to understand. 


He heard footsteps walking down the hallway and turned to see Shawn walk into the kitchen. The younger man 
looked tired, his shoulders slumped. 


"Look, David, l'm just going to make a move, okay?" He didn't even look up as he spoke, instead leaning on the 


doorframe and staring at the floor. 

"You don't have to do that. You're welcome here for as long as you like.” 
Shawn just shook his head. "Probably for the best." 

"Why? Because of last night?" 


The younger man just shrugged and David felt his heart ache. Stepping up to him, David pushed a few strands 
of hair behind the other man's ear and pressed a kiss to his cheek 


"I'd really like it if you stayed. Have some breakfast at the very least." 

He saw a smile twitch Shawn's lips and, taking the other's elbow, David guided him to the table. Piling pancakes 
on to a plate, he placed them in front of Shawn before pouring them both mugs of coffee. Sitting at the table, 
he looked over his glasses as the other man devoured the food in front of him. 

"Do you want to talk about it?" he asked. 


The janitor just shook his head, blue eyes peering up at David. "Not now." 


Clasping his mug, he nodded. "That's understandable. But, whenever you want to talk, /F you want to talk, I'm 


here." 

Another of the small smiles pulled at the other's lips 

"| want you to feel comfortable around me," David said softly. 

"Really?" Those blue eyes snapped to his once more. 

Smiling, he nodded. "Yes, | do. | like you Shawn, and | want to have a relationship with you" 
He watched as the younger man take a sharp breath. "You're sure?" 


David felt his heart flip as he placed the mug back on the table. Did he want a relationship? Was he ready to 


be with another again? It had been several long years since the last one. 


Reaching across the table, he took Shawn's hand in his own. "Yes, I'd very much like to have you as my 


boyfriend” 

For the first time that morning Shawn straightened up, his smile widening. "I'd like that as well. 
Leaning back into his chair, David took a sip of his coffee. "Do you want to try again this morning?" 
"Try?" Shawn frowned. 

"You know" He gave the younger man a small smile. 

"Oh. Oh, I'm not sure." 

"We don't have to if you don't want to." 

"| do." Shawn stared at the table. "I just. | just don't want to disappoint you again." 

"You didn't disappoint me last night. Come on” 


Getting up, he took Shawn's hand and meekly lead him back to the bedroom. Closing the door, he clasped the 


dark haired man's face and smiled. 
"You have to rediscover yourself. I'll help you if you want." 


David felt a wave of happiness wash over him when Shawn gave him a tiny smile. Feeding him tiny kisses, David 
picked up at his clothes. Each shed garment was followed with gentle touches and wandering lips. Sucking on the 
other man's nipples, he worked his hand over the crotch of Shawn's jeans, teasing and rubbing him to hardness. 


Soft moans began to fill the air, hands landing in his hair. Undoing them, David eased them down. He licked his 


lips as the younger man's gorgeous cock sprang free. Relieving himself of his own clothes, he lead Shawn to 
the unmade bed and lay him down. When his hand slid to the other man's cock, he was gifted with a soft gasp. 
Wrapping his hand around the long, hard length, he slowly began to stroke, ignoring his own arousal. Shawn was 
delicious, his filled out with strength and power. Images danced through David's head. Images of what Shawn 
could do to him. 

Teasing the younger man's lower lip with his teeth, David ask, "Tell me what you want to do to me." 

Shawn hissed and stilled, his hands uncurling from the sheets. 

Giving him a long, slow stroke, David gently pressed, "You can tell me. You won't shock me." 

A large hand stroked down his back and David curled himself around the larger man 

| want to catch you coming home from school" Shawn's voice was quiet. "| want to call you in here." He 
paused and David slowed his stroking, enjoying the feeling of the dark haired man's cock throbbing against his 
palm. 

When he began again, Shawn spoke. "| want you to find me waiting for you." 

He kissed the younger man's shoulder. "And?" 

"I want you to take your pants off” 

"Gladly." He slid his thumb over the head and Shawn bucked in to his hand with a whine. 


"| want you to lie over my knees." 
y Y 


David gasped at the thought, of having his rear in the air, cock trapped against the rough fabric of Shawn's 


jeans. It turned him on more than he wanted to admit to. 
"And?" His own voice was tight. 
| want to spank you." 


Shawn shuddered as he said the words and a wave of pride surged through David. Burying his nose in the 
waves of dark hair, he kissed the younger man's throat, his lips finding the soft spot behind his ear. 


"How many are you going to give me?" he purred. 
"T-Ten" 


He tightened his hand around Shawn's dick, giving it long, firm strokes. Pre-come dribbled from the slit and he 


gladly used it, slicking it along the other man's hard flesh. 

"Only ten? I've been away all day. Don't you think | deserve more?" 

He felt Shawn groan, his body rising and falling. "T-Twenty?" 

"That's more like it. Because I've been really bad and | deserve punishing’ 
"How bad?" Shawn rocked his hips up to meet David's hand 


"Well, | put five kids in detention. | threw a bunch of stuff into the autoclave rather than do it properly. | left 
my mug on the side instead of washing it up. | didn't park in my designated spot. And | ignored you when you 
whistled at me. | need to feel your hand against me. Sir.” 


The younger man's groans became deeper, his rocking getting more frantic. Looking at the clock, he noted that 
twenty minutes had passed. His wrist was starting to get sore. Placing a hand on Shawn's flat stomach, David 


gently pressed him to the bed. 

"Lie still a minute. l'm going to suck you for a while." 
"Fuck!" 

Stunned, David lay still. "You okay?" 

"Yeah. Just a little frustrated" 


‘Its okay." His hand moved circles against the other's velvety flesh. "You've got a lot going on. How are you 
feeling?" 


"Getting there," Shawn gasped. 
"Good. Let's see if we can finish this." 


Slowly he worked his way down Shawn's body, his tongue leaving wet trails in his wake. The younger man 
shuddered and moaned, his hands grabbing at David. Slowly he closed his mouth over Shawn's erection, 
humming happily as he began to work his way along it. Keeping his eyes on Shawn, David began to slowly move 
his head. His fingers moved between the younger man's buttocks, gently stroking along his crack and over his 
puckered hole. Shawn bucked and groaned, hands landing in David's hair. His fingers tugged on the sandy strands. 
Taking off his glasses, David placed them to one side and followed the other man's direction, burying his nose 
into the patch of dark hair at his groin. He inhaled Shawn's scent, musky and heavy, a wonderful smell which 
excited him. Wrapping his tongue around Shawn's cock, he worked up the saliva in his mouth and proceeded to 
give him the wettest his blow job he'd ever had. At the least it would help to combat any soreness Shawn was 
feeling. 


Shawn continued to shift beneath his mouth, hips rising and falling, soft pants and groans filling the air. Smiling, 
he hummed around the other's length, grinning as Shawn bucked in to him. His eyes caught the clock. Nearly an 
hour had passed since they'd started. His body was beginning to ache but he was determined to see it through 
to the end. David really felt for Shawn and wondered what had caused his problem. Was it something he'd had 
all his life? Or had something else cause it? Shawn had mentioned an abusive partner. 

There was a tug on his hair and he looked up at Shawn. Sad blue eyes stared down at him. 

"David, you don't have to. Its not happening.’ 

He brushed sweaty hair from his face. "I do. I'm not going to let this ruin it for you." 

A sliver of smile touched the larger man's lips, a hand petting David's hair. “Thanks. Will you, urmm.." 


Wrapping a hand back around Shawn's dick, David gave a couple of slow strokes. "Will | what?" 


A blush began to stain the other man's cheeks and David felt himself melt. There was an innocence to Shawn, 


one he'd never imagined would be there. 

"Will you ride me?" 

He tickled a finger across Shawn's balls, watching as his cock twitched in response. "Sure you're not too sore?" 
Shawn shook his head, hair matted to his face. "No. l-I think I'm close." 

Nodding, David slid his glasses back on to his nose, blinking as his eyesight adjusted itself again. Reaching for 
the lube, he kissed and lapped at Shawn's pert nipples as he smoothed some of the gel along the younger man's 
length. 


Kneeling up, he straddled Shawn's hips. "Ready?" 


Those azure eyes, heavy with lust, looked at him. Shawn looked gorgeous, his dark hair spread over the white 
sheets, hands curled against the bed. His chest rose and fell as he took deep breaths. 


"Yeah, l'm ready." 


Wrapping a hand around the base of Shawn's cock, David slowly lowered himself on to it. His eyes rolled back 
into his head, a quiet gasp leaving his lips. 


"Fuck, Shawn, you're a big boy." He chuckled as he opened his eyes and leaned forward, hands resting against 
the other man's chest. "I love it" Slowly he began to move, rising and falling on his knees. His breath came in 


short pants. "Love being filled and stretched." 


Beneath him, Shawn groaned. His large hands came to rest at David's hips, guiding him as he moved, before 
they moved to grab his ass. 


"Love your ass," Shawn purred. "So pert and tight. Your skin's so soft" His fingers moved back to David's hips. 


"Love the downy hair on your thighs. So fuckin’ soft” 

He chuckled as Shawn's fingers stroked him. They moved back over his ass and down his legs before working 
into the crease of his hips. His fingers wrapped around David's cock, stroking him in time to his rocking. David 
felt his body go limp. 

"Oh, Shawn. Oh, oh, you feel incredible." 

"So do you." 

Leaning closer, David brushed his lips against Shawn's. A shudder rolled down his spine as the younger man 
entered him, his large cock finding David's prostate. Silently he took in Shawn's body language. His large hands 
gripped David tight, his breath coming in short gasps. 

"How you feeling?" he asked, lips still pressed to Shawn's. 

"Really close." 

"Want to come?" 


"Please..." 


Straightening up, David closed his eyes for a moment. He arched his back, hands planted on the bed between 


Shawn's feet. He heard a soft "Fuck." come from the younger man. 
"You're so hot, David" Hands stroked over his chest, thumbs playing over his nipples. 


David smiled and sat still. He took several deep breaths, shuddering at the feeling of Shawn buried inside of 
him. Opening his eyes, he looked back to Shawn. Resting his hands beside Shawn's shoulders, David smiled down 


at him. The younger man's hand remained on his cock, flexing around his hard flesh. 


Slowly he began to rise and fall again, his voice creeping higher as Shawn brushed against his sweet spot. 
Picking up the pace, he sealed his lips against the younger man's, his own orgasm growing. But he wasn't going 
to come yet. That was Shawn's gift to give. Only once the dark haired man had reached his peak would David 


allow himself to follow. 


"Shawn, oh, Shawn. l'm close. So close. Gonna come for me?" 


The younger man pulled David's head to his shoulder, his hips slamming up into the teacher. He groaned and 
growled, one hand holding the back of David's head, the other still wrapped around his cock. 


"Come on, sweetie, you can do it," David purred. "You can do it. Come nice and hard for me. Fill me with your 


hot seed. Want to feel you come. Want to feel your huge cock throbbing inside of me." 
David flinched with every hard thrust, the pleasure slamming into him. 


"David, oh fuck, David. Fuck, fuck, fuck!" 


Wrapping his arms around Shawn's neck, he buried his face against his neck, allowing the younger man to take 


control. 


"You're nearly there, Shawn. Can feel it. Come on. You're so close. So very close. Come on, sweetheart, you can 


do this." 

"David, shit! Fuck! You're so fuckin’ tight. So fuckin’ good. Fuck, David!" 

The younger man slammed his hips one last time up into David. A warmth flooded him, Shawn's cock throbbing 
deep inside of him. Slowly he moved his hips in a circular motion, drawing every ounce of pleasure from the 
janitor. Beneath him, Shawn panted and mewled, his hand flexing around David as his body shuddered. With a 


final pant of Shawn's name, his own seed splattered against the younger man's chest. 


"Fuck, David." Warm, bruised lips found his, feeding him small, desperate kisses. "That was fuckin’ amazing. Thank 


you." 


He smiled into the kiss. "You're more than welcome. We can do that as often as you like." 
"Yeah?" 


‘Oh, definitely." 


Chapter 4 


[7% 


Dumping his briefcase on his desk, David looked around his classroom. Dust hung in the early morning air, the 
sunlight filtering through the windows high up on the wall. Periodic tables and images covered the walls and a 
slight, musty smell hung in the air. The floor was clean and his desk sparkled. He smiled as his eyes fell on a 

small flower resting in the corner. A gift from Shawn as he'd passed by. 


Unpacking the papers he needed for the day, he sipped from the coffee he'd brought with him. He needed it as 
his first class of the day were the most challenging. They were the students who were disruptive or needed 
extra help. They were the ones who gave David migraines. 

Working his way through his coffee, he checked in his home room and passed on the day's messages. Primarily 
they were about the prom and the upcoming year book. Sending the students on their way, he took a deep 
breath and prepared for his next group. 


The students began to file in, screaming and horsing around. Fixing them with a stare, David silently commanded 


them to sit. As they did, he walked along the rows of lab benches, handing out papers. 
"Pop quiz today," he started. 

There was a collective groan from the class. 

"But, Sir," Tiffany Martin whined. 


Looking at the little blonde girl, David took a deep breath. "But nothing. Your final exams are coming up and | 


want to see where you're all failing. Because it's my neck if you don't succeed" 
Dylan, a boy with a shock of brown hair, was the next to speak. "Sir, is it true you're fucking the janitor?" 


A rush of heat, followed by a sweeping chill, took over David's body. Swinging around, he pointed to the 


classroom door. "Out. Now!" 

The boy just grinned. "Must be true if you're kicking me out.” 

There were murmurs and whoops and giggling. David could feel himself beginning to lose his composure, a 
roaring in his ears deafening him. They'd worked so hard to hide their relationship and he refused to be outed 


by a child. 


"No, I'm sending you to the principle for cursing," he calmly replied as he strode to his desk. Pulling out a sheaf 


of yellow exclusion slips, he scribbled the boy's name and offense on one. 


"But its true!" another boy, Mickey, piped up. "Tyler's Mom said she saw you in the grocery store together." 


"Mr Drover." David swallowed and tried to steady his voice. "Mr Drover lost his house and rents a room at 


mine. It makes sense to do some of the household chores together." 
"So you're fucking then?" Dylan demanded. 
Grabbing the slip of paper, David held it out to the boy. "Out! Principle's office. Now!" 


The class just sniggered as the child swiped the piece of paper from him and stormed from the room. Leaning 
against his desk at the front, David picked up the sheet of questions and began 


"Right, first question What are the most common elements in the human body?" 


Lunch time couldn't come quick enough and, with his third class of the day filing out, David slumped behind his 
desk. Taking his glasses off, he rested his head in his hands and stared at the old, scratched wood in front of 
him. The morning still boiled through him, the fear making him feel sick The food that Shawn had so carefully 
prepared for him suddenly didn't seem so appealing. Even the Thermos flask of coffee didn't call to him like it 


normally would. Instead a slow, pounding migraine began to work its way through his skull. 


He jumped when there was a rapping at his classroom door. Lifting his head, he called for them to enter. He 


managed a smile as Shawn ambled in, hands shoved in the pockets of his mustard-yellow overalls. 
"Good morning?" 

David shook his head. "Awful." He nodded to the door. "Close the door." 

Shawn did as he was asked before dropping on to one of the rickety stools. "What's up?" 
Snickering, David shook his head and tucked loose strands of hair behind his ears. "The kids." 
"What have they done now?" 

Looking at Shawn, David could feel the tears begin, picking and prickling at his eyes. "They know." 
Shock swept over his lover's face. "About us?" 

David nodded. "Yep, about us. So l'm debating what to do." 


A silence fell over them for a moment. Somewhere, away in the building, they could hear the students coming 


and going, calling and yelling to one another as they enjoyed the spring sun 
"What are you thinking?" Shawn finally asked. 


"There's a couple of options. One, deny everything and keep it quiet. Two, come clean to the Principle and risk 
the wrath. Three, and it's the one | don't want to do, we split up." 


The stool rattled as Shawn slipped to the floor. Suddenly he was kneeling beside David, his eyes filled with 


concern. "| don't want that." 
David managed a weak smile. "| don't want it either." 
"Do you value your job that much?" 


Sighing, he rested his head against Shawn's. "Its not just that. It's the scandal if we're outed. We'll have to 


leave California" 


"So we leave." Shawn's voice was becoming desperate. "Dave, | don't wanna lose you because some people can't 
keep their noses out of other peoples business. And why should they win all the time? Why should they get 


their own way?" 


"Because they don't want a couple of gay men trouping around their school? Because they think we'll corrupt 
their kids? Shawn" He sighed and a ran a hand over his lover's long, dark hair. "Shawn, there's so many reasons 


for keeping quiet” 


"I know," Shawn softly said. "I know. | just hate seeing you like this. You've got enough to worry about without 
all this." 


David managed a tight smile. "I'll be late home tonight. Chemistry club." 


"I know." Shawn leaned closer and gently kissed David's forehead. The teacher felt himself melt, a blush touching 
his cheeks. 


Gazing over his shoulder, he looked at the walk in cupboard in the far corner of the classroom. It was out of 
sight of the door. Getting to his feet, he turned the key in the classroom door and walked across the room, 
motioning Shawn to follow. Opening the door to the cupboard, he gently pulled the younger man in, wrapped his 
hands in all that long, dark hair, and gifted him with the gentlest of kisses. 


The letter sat accusingly in his pigeonhole in the school's staffroom. Staring at his name, neatly printed on the 


front, David felt his heart drop. He rarely had any communications from the Principle, especially in letter form. 


Principle Hardy was normally a fair and nice man He supported his teachers and kept the parents at bay. They 
were a good school, one of the best in the area. But still the letter did not bode well for him. 


Ripping open the envelope, David took a deep breath and pulled out the letter. 
Dear Mr Ellefson, 


| should like to meet with you on April [7th 1796 at I230pm. This is regarding some matters which have come to 
light. 


Yours, 
Michael Hardy 
Elysian Fields Principle 


Chapter 5 


[7% 


He barely made it through the day. Suddenly the rocket project the Chemistry Club was working on felt stale 


and old, while his classes sensed something was wrong and refused to settle. 


Pulling onto the driveway, he stared at his house. Stared at the little ornaments which hung in the windows, 
the spring sunlight catching them. Shawn's truck was already there, his boyfriend no doubt somewhere inside. 


His body felt heavy as he dragged himself out, his head lowered. He didn't want to see anyone. Didn't want to 
talk All David wanted was to find out what the Principal wanted. 


Dragging himself from the car, he slumped up the wooden steps and to the front door. Like every house in the 
small, idyllic town, the front door was unlocked. Only at night did they lock it. Otherwise people were free to 
come and go as they pleased. 

The smell of cooking wafted along the hallway and, wearily, he followed it. Dumping his briefcase beside the 
kitchen door, David pushed it open and walked in. A small smile flickered across his lips as he looked at the 
sight before him. 

Shawn stood at the counter, peeling and chopping. A pan of something bubbled away on the stove. And, beside 
the counter was a chair, Tibbles sitting on it and staring at Shawn as he chattered away to her. It was a 
wonderful, loving sight, one which warmed his heart when he needed most. 


Looking up, Shawn smiled. "Hey. You look tired.” 


Chuckling, David ambled to the fridge and pulled out a jug of water. Pouring himself a glass, he slumped to the 
table. Tibbles watched him from her vantage pointed. 


"How'd it go?" 

David took a drink. "The rest of the day?" 

"Yeah. 

He sighed. "Awful. | had a letter from the principal. He wants to see me tomorrow” 


The knife continued to make contact with the board. "What about?" 


David sighed again. "Your guess is as good as mine." 


"You think it's the kids?" 


Feeling his heart ache with worry, David nodded. Closing his eyes, he rested his elbow on the table and cupped 
his chin His head ached and his body felt like lead. 


"Yes, | think it's the kids," he replied. "I sent one of them to Mr Hardy and | suspect that, in retaliation for 
what | did, that he told the principal everything.” 


"Even if they're just rumours?" 
David nodded. "Hopefully he'll see through them and know that the kids are just acting out." 
A hand brushed along his arm and he looked up into Shawn's eyes. The younger man looked concerned. 


"After dinner," Shawn began, "I want you to go to the bedroom and put on your pajamas. | won't be long so just 


wait for me." 
A shiver ran through David's body and he nodded. He knew what was coming and he knew that it would help. 


Knew that it would relieve some of the stress. It had started shortly after they'd gotten together. Shawn had 
playfully swatted him one night and, well, the rest was history. 


Dinner was eaten in silence. David had his head down, a million thoughts chasing through his mind. He could feel 


a migraine coming on, the pain pounding at the back of his head. Finally he sat up and pushed his plate away. 
He gave Shawn a weak smile. "That was gorgeous as always. Thank you. | just can't eat a lot at the moment." 


The dark haired man looked at him and nodded, a glimmer of understanding in his eyes. "Thats okay. Look, go to 
the bedroom. I'll clear up and see you in a minute." 


Getting to his feet, David walked around the table and cupped the younger man's chin in his hands. Tilting 
Shawn's head back, David gave him the gentlest of kisses. 


"| love you." 
Shawn swept a hand up David's back. "Love you too." 


With a heavy heart, David made for the bedroom. He knew what was coming and that made him feel a little 
better. 


Going through the closet, he found the blue, fleece one piece pajamas. They'd been brought for one particular 
reason and David enjoyed every time he had to wear them. Taking his clothes off, he folded them onto the 


chair beside the window. His glasses were placed on the window ledge. Pulling the one piece on, he did up the 
buttons and waited. Already his cock was hardening and he could feel the two buttons which held up the flap 
at the back pressing lightly against his ass. He enjoyed these moments. Enjoyed the preparation and the 


anticipation of what was going to happen. 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, he waited, one hand sliding between his legs to cup his cock. Closing his eyes, 
David tried to forget about the day and what had happened. It was burned into his brain, the stress making his 
body tight. Everything ached and all he wanted to do was sleep. But he knew he'd never sleep. Knew that the 
thoughts which tormented him would keep him awake all night. 


The bedroom door creaked and he looked up to watch Shawn walk in. The younger man gave him a soft smile 


before sitting on the bed. "Stand up for me, please." 


It was a complete change of situation for David, and one he didn't dislike. It was freeing, a time for him to 
forget about his job, to forget about the students, to forget about the piles of paperwork and hours of 
meetings. Getting to his feet, he stood between his lover's spread legs. Those beautiful eyes gazed up at him, a 


smile playing on Shawn's lips. 
"You know why l'm doing this, right?" Shawn asked. 
Grinning, David nodded. "Yes, Sir. | do.” 


"Good" Strong, warm hands slid along his sides and to his hips. "Gonna make you feel good. Make you feel 
better. Help you get some sleep tonight" 


Again, he nodded, his eyes closing as fingers slid from his hip and to his erect cock. A small patch of pre-come 
already darkened the pajamas and David sighed as Shawn's hand closed around him. The younger man gave him 
one, slow stroke before pulling away. His hands returned to the teacher's hips, sliding along them and to the 
back. They toyed with the buttons, carefully undoing them and letting the flap drop open. Opening his eyes, 


David smiled as the warm air drifted over his exposed buttocks. 
Shawn gave him a smile. "Get over my knee." 


Straddling the younger man's left thigh, he stretched his body along the bed. Experimentation had taught them 


that it was the best position for reaching orgasm in such a situation And David was a fan of experimenting. 


It had all started earlier in their relationship. Different places, different positions, and different situations kept 
everything alive for them. David's particular favourite was in the back of Shawn's truck on sunny, summer 


evenings. Summer evenings which would soon be upon them again. 


He felt deliciously exposed, his ass on show for his lover. Shawn's warm fingers crept over his flesh, touching 
and stroking. Soon they would be doing something entirely different. Something which sent shocks of pleasure 
through David. 


A finger gently pressed between his buttocks, making David shiver. "Ready?" 
"Yes, Sir," he mumured. 
"Good. You can come whenever you want." 


David felt his breath hitch. "Thank you." 


There was a pause, one which felt like an age. David shifted, his cock pressed painfully against Shawn's leg. He 
could feel his pre-come warm against his stomach, his cock throbbing slightly. 


The first spank stung, David grunting as Shawn's hand connected with his flesh. The red heat flared through 
him before fading. Another one landed against his right cheek, the open handed blows echoing around the room. 
Again, the pain flared through him and went straight to his groin. Gasping, he gripped the bed and pressed 
himself closer against his lover's thigh. When a hand landed in the small of his back, David smiled. 


"You can do it," the younger man whispered. "I'm not punishing you." 
"I know, Sir," he softly replied "Thank you. Please keep spanking me." 


Shawn did as he was asked, landing blow after blow against David's exposed ass. The redness grew and the 
teacher couldn't wait to look in the mirror. Couldn't wait to see what his lover had done to him. Over and again, 
the stinging pain flared through him, making him wriggle and moan. Shawn's hand held him in place, allowing him 
a little more friction to press against the strong thigh. His cock ached and throbbed, the spot of pre-come 
growing against his skin. The fabric of the pajamas rubbed deliciously against his sensitive skin, pushing him 
closer and closer to the edge. 


It had been the whole reason behind buying the drop flap pajamas. They allowed him to take a punishment while 
giving him something to come against. It was another of his kinks, jerking himself off through various items of 


clothing. 
Mentally, he was keeping count, the spanks getting well into the twenties. Sometimes it had taken as few as 
four for David to come. Other times it had been as many as a hundred. His ass had been sore the next day. 


Sore but very, very worth it. 


Pulling himself up onto his elbows, David pressed his groin closer. The need grew within him, balling in his 


stomach. 
"Please, Sir," he begged. "Please let me come." 


Another slap and he howled again, more from his impending orgasm than the pain. Shawn's hand returned and, 


instead of smacking him, his fingers gently stroked David's reddened flesh. Beneath his touches, David purred, 


the searing pain becoming a dull ache. It was nice, in its own way, a feeling which travelled through his body 
and set all of his nerves alight. 


Shawn's fingers swept over the rise of his buttocks and down between them. David groaned when one pressed 


against his sensitive hole. His legs tightened around his lover's thigh and his rocking intensified. 

"Do you want me to do it?" the dark haired man asked. 

"Yes. Yes, please, Sir.” 

The thick, work calloused finger slid in and filled him. It pressed deeper until it found the spot which made 
David shudder and groan. Rubbing himself against Shawn's thigh, he pressed himself onto the invading finger, 


howling every time it swept over his prostate. 


"You can come, baby." Shawn's voice was gentle. "You can come. Soak your pajamas for me. Come on. You can 


do it." 


Lowering his head, David gripped the sheets and ground down against his lover's strong leg. He groaned and 
growled, the pleasure knotting in his body. He could feel it coming, could see the sparks bursting behind his 
eyes. He needed to come. Needed the release to relax. 


Shawn lifted his free hand from David's back and used it to gently pat his exposed and reddened ass. Ten soft 
taps on one cheek, ten on the other, and back again. They awakened the pain from his spanking, making it flare 
through him and tingle up his thighs. 

"Oh, God," David sighed as he squeezed his eyes shut. "Oh, yes. Yes. Yes. Yes." 

Shawn's patting became a little harder and his finger pressed deeper until it was held against David's prostate. 
Raising his ass higher, David drove himself against Shawn's leg, rubbing him against the hard muscle and soft 
fabric. Pressing himself down one last time, David came. His body tightened as he shuddered and moaned, his 
seed warm against his stomach. With his hands still knotted in the bedclothes, he continued to rock, drawing his 


orgasm out for as long as he could. 


Finally, and with weak legs, he slid from Shawn and to the floor. Letting his head fall forward, he panted, eyes 
closed. Arms looped around and helped him to stand, one supporting him while fingers deftly did up the flap. 


"How does that feel?" 
Resting his head against Shawn's shoulder, David nodded. "Better. Thank you." 
A kiss was pressed to his hair. "Good." 


Opening his eyes, he gazed down his lover's body and to Shawn's own painful looking erection. Trailing a hand 


down the dark haired man's body, David cupped the younger man's groin and gently squeezed. 
"Want me to take care of that?" 


Another kiss and he felt the lips smiling against his hair. "I'd love you to." 


